










TIM McCOY 

and the 

Sandy Gulch Stampede 

By 

GAYLORD DuBOIS 

* 

WHITMAN PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Racine, Wisconsin 








Copyright, 1939, by 
TIM McCOY 
Printed In U. S. A. 


CONTENTS 


CHAPTER PAGE 

I The Fighting Kid. 9 

II Tim Makes the Trail. 3c 

III Mystery Unearthed . 64 

IV Looking for Evidence. 96 

V Left Afoot! .126 

VI Moccasin Joe . I 5 2 

VII Homeless Valley.186 

VIII Harmon’s Scheme .230 

IX A Real Lawman.256 

X Night Scouting.284 

XI “That Man’s a Devil!”.. - 318 

XII One Chance in Ten!.348 

XIII Flame and Thunder.37 6 






















He Saw an Ordinary Little Cowl 


TIM McCOY 

and the Sandy Gulch Stampede 

CHAPTER I 

THE FIGHTING KID 

The cart road Tim McCoy was 
following turned sharply, bringing 
into sight a number of buildings 
strung out along a muddy creek. 
Stores with wooden false-Tronts 
and a half-dozen horses dozing at 
the hitch-rails outside marked an 
ordinary little cowtown baking in 
9 
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the hot morning min. 

“This must be the noble city of 
Spreadeagle!” chuckled Tim, lift¬ 
ing his sorrel into an easy lope. 
“Seeing that we missed breakfast 
this morning, we’ll jusl stop here 
and tie on the old nosebag. How’s 
that suit you, Dawn, old girl?’’ 

The white-stockinged mare. Red; 
Dawn, humped her back in a few 
playful “crowhops,” and then 
charged full tilt into the town’s 
single street. At a cool, wide door¬ 
way marked “Livgry Stable,” she 
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braced to a dusty stop. 

Tim’s loud “YIPPEE!” brought 
the stable boy running. 

“Six quarts of your best gram- 
feed after you water her!” Tun 
told the fellow. “No need to un¬ 
saddle. Me, Tm heading for the 
Chink restaurant and a big platter 
of bog’s hip with caekleberries. See 
you later V* 

Half an hour later Tim paid the 
Chinaman for his two helpings of 
ham and eggs, and moved out mto 
the scorching sunshine. He was 
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about to cross the street, when the 
roar of a forty-five pistol blasted 
from the opposite sidewalk. 

In the same split second two 
answering shots came from the 
hitch rail on Tim’s side, where a 
single cowpony squealed and tug¬ 
ged at its rein. 

Instinctively Tim McCoy’s train¬ 
ed fingers whipped to his long- 
barreled Colts. Then, all at once, 
he relaxed. The shots had not been 
aimed at him. 

From the other sidewalk a man 
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staggered three paces forward, his 
gun hand triggering bullets into 

the dust. Suddenly he pitched face 

downward. Tim’s glance, darting 
to the hitch-rail, caught the 
crouched figure of a young cow¬ 
boy just lowering his steaming 

Colt. , . 

Tied near-by, a bullet-burned pin¬ 
to squealed and reared. 

Yells broke out from across the 
wa y. Men streamed from the 
doors of two saloons, tugging at 
their belt guns. In the lead ran a 
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heavy-set man with a metal star 
glittering on his open vest. 

The kid at the hitch-rail turned 
like a wildcat. He flung himself at 
the plunging bronc; but the little 
pinto broke loose with a last frantic 
effort. Still squealing with the 
pain of a raw bullet-burn, it dash¬ 
ed headlong up the street. 

With his horse gone the boy was 
as good as trapped. The nearest 
occupied hitch-rail was fifty yards 
away. Behind him were two stores, 
with men already crowding to the 
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doorways. The saloon mob was 

coming on the run. 

The kid cast one wild look about 
him. Then he darted into the mid¬ 
dle of the street. Whirling, he 
slammed three quick shots at the 
feet of his nearest pursuers. 

The crowd slowed. A dozen 
drawn guns whipped up to fire, but 
the kid was quicker. Bounding 
from side to side, he made the last 
ten yards to the livery stable. Bul¬ 
lets cut the air behind him as he 
vanished. 
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Outside the stable door the inob 
pounded to a stop. Seemingly no 
one was anxious to be first inside. 

“He’s your meat, Sheriff! yelp¬ 
ed a nervous voice. “Go in an’ git 
him. We’ll back yuh if he resists 
arrest!” 

“Come on! We’ll surround the 
place!” yammered another. 

“Git goin’ then!” howled the 
peace officer. “Purdy, yuh take 
the back door, an’—By grab! There 
he goes now!” 

Rapid hoofbeats sounded from 
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^eliiwTthe^stable^ Tim* watching 
by the restaurant steps, glimpsed 
the flying rider as he shot past an 
alley between the two buildings. 
The next instant he was racing for 
the spot to get a second and longer 

look. , 

“Good grief!” he muttered as he 
ran. “That young catamount has 
taken Red Dawn, or else I’m 
crazy!” 

He plunged through the alley 
and turned a corner with the 
whooping crowd at his heels. 
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— Twohundred yards away, Tim’s 
white-stoekinged sorrel was al¬ 
ready beyond pistol range, running 

like an antelope. Bent low over her 

streaming mane was the gun-swift 
young cowpoke. 

In baffled rage several of the 
saloon mob emptied their cutters, 
but their closest shots fell short of 
the mare’s fast-lengthening dust 
cloud. Tim McCoy turned away 

with a shrug. _ i 

“There goes the best little mare 
x ever owned!” he exclaimed softly. 


























CHAPTER H 


TIM TAKES THE TRAIL 
Back on the main street Tim 
stopped short as the sheriff’s burly 
form blocked his way. 

“Just a minute, stranger!” rasp¬ 
ed the peace officer. “I reckon yuh 
was the only one tuh see that shoot- 
in’. Yuh kin swear it was that 
young boss-thief who fired first. 


3 ° 
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tuh bring bim back, so ynb better 

talk quick!” . 

Tim’s gray eyes widened at tne 
undisguised threat in the other s 
tone. For some reason this badge- 
toter had already condemned the 
young cowpoke of murder and 
meant to bully the lone witness in¬ 
to agreement with him! 

Tim’s reply was a cool shrug 
and a still cooler smile. 

“You’ll never hang him on my 
evidence, mister,” he told the glow- 
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ering sheriff. “So far as I know 
that* dead hombre in the stree 
fired without warning. His bullet 

“eked the kid’s broomtafl a second 

before the youngster cut loose mth 

his own gun. Maybe you can tell 

me what it’s all about!” 

For a moment the sheriffs 
mouth worked in angry Indecsom 
“Maybe yuh know without my 
tellin’ yuh, mister,” the man snarl¬ 
ed nastily. “Maybe yuh was m ca¬ 
hoots with that baby-faced killer 

seein’ it was yore hoss he got away 











on! Who are yuh anyway, and 
what’s yore business in Spread- 
eagle?” 

Tim’s smile broadened slightly 
but his eyes were deadly cold. His 

bands rested lightly on his crossed 

cartridge belts above their smooth 
black gun butts. 

..Maybe you’ll learn sometime, 
badge-toter,” he answered levelly. 
“Just now, suppose you tell me 

what your game is, aside from the 

little matter of getting false evi¬ 
dence in this shooting scrap? 
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bulky peace officer lunged 
forward, hands chopping down to 

his holstered guns. 

“Goldarn ye!” he howled. 1U 

show yuh what—” 

“Hold up there, Taggart! snap¬ 
ped a voice from behind Tun s 
shoulder. “While yore haem this 
salty Stranger, that ^ >s Puttm 
miles an’ minutes behind him. Go 
git yore boss, an’ toiler him. 

With a hoarse growl the proddy 
sheriff hunched his thicksboulders 
For an instant he stared defiantly 
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Then, whirling “ Us 
L stamped off toward the hitch 
rail 

Curious to see who was giving 
orders, Thu turned to face a quie 
ly dressed cattleman who had 
stepped out of the stable door be¬ 
hind him. With surprise he noted 

the man’s friendly smile backed 
up by an outstretched hand. 

“Sorry, stranger,” the newcomer 

murmured as Tim met his hearty 

grip, “that yuh had tuh run mtuh 
this unpleasantness yore first hour 
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in town! That shootin’ kinda 
rattled Sheriff Taggart, I reckon, 
seem’ the feller that got killed was 
his own brother-in-law!” 

As Tim kept silence the man 
went on briskly. 

“My name’s Hank Harmon. If 
yuh’ll excuse me now, I’ll fork 
leather an’ trail along with that 
posse h6’s collectin’. Innocent or 
guilty, that gun-slick kid has got 
tuh be caught an’ held f er trial!” 

Tim nodded, as Harmon hurried 
off, but his brain was seething with 



Hannon Hurried Off 
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a great many new question^. 

Was the sheriff party to a 
frame-up against the fighting 
youngster? And why, after going 
on the prod, had he knuckled under 
without a word, when a private cit¬ 
izen pointed out his real duty? To 
Tim’s keen senses there came a 
strong odor of rat. 

Frowning, he watched Taggart’s 
hurried departure with Harmon 
and half a dozen more riders. 
Then, glancing up the street, he 
caught sight of the bullet-burned 
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pinto, coming at a gallop. 

Something had turned the 
bronc’s spooky flight back toward 
the stable. 

As the crowd scattered before 
the pony’s flying boofs, Tim acted 
on a sudden impulse. With one 
leap he cleared the sidewalk, land¬ 
ing square in the pinto’s path. The 
little beast plowed dust but was go¬ 
ing too fast to dodge. 

Tim’s fingers closed on the bridle, 
his whole weight swinging from 
the bit. The pony sat down, skid- 
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ding on its rump to a dead stop. 
The next instant it was up, rearing 
madly, but Tim had made a light¬ 
ning shift. 

Firmly planted in the saddle, he 
rode his squealing mount with the 
sure skill of an old-time bronco 
buster. 

“You’re sure dynamite, Pony 
Hoss!” he chuckled, swaying to a 
vicious hump and twist of the pin¬ 
to’s back. “But I aim to stay with 
you from now on. If you’re not a 
fair exchange, at least I’m not rob- 


Tim Fanned the Little Bronc’s Head 
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bing any man by claiming you! 

For a moment longer Tim fan¬ 
ned the little bronc’s head with his 
dusty hat brim, while the bystand- | 
ers cheered. Then all at once the 
fight was over. 

As the pony’s head came up, 
Tim neck-reined sharply toward 
the alley. Straight through the 
crowd he crow-hopped the pinto, 
starting off at a dead run on the 
trail of Red Dawn and the sheriff’s 

posse. _ ■ 

“It’s likely a waste of time, Tim 
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confessed with a wry grin, “but 
I’m going to see just how far Tag¬ 
gart’s pack makes out to follow 
Red Dawn’s dust. If the kid 
they’re chasing is smart, he’ll get 
out of sight quick and try to lose 
his trail in some creek or dry 
wash. In that case, it’ll be any 
man’s hunt!” 

Tim judged that the posse had 
ridden hard for a good five miles. 
Straight west from town their 
tracks led until the prairie dipped 
down into a series of washes and 
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dry"arroyos~that crisscrossed each 

other in a baffling network. 

Here Taggart’s men had slowed 
up, lost the trail, found it again and 
finally split into four parties. Each 
of these took a different direction. 
Reading clearly the story of their 
puzzlement Tim McCoy grinned. 

Somehow the fugitive had man¬ 
aged to confuse his signs so the 

pursuit was as good as lost. What 

the furious possemen were doing 
now was to wipe out all possible 
clues in the tangle of their own 


They Had Split into Four Parties 
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tracks which crossed each other. 

“If they keep this up/’ muttered 
Tim, “I reckon Taggart will have 
to quit pretty soon and go home!” 

Concealing himself in a deep 
arroyo, he waited for what he 
knew must happen. 

Inside of half an hour he caught 
the sound of hoofs on higher 
ground. A moment later he 
glimpsed Taggart’s chunky figure 
against the skyline. The posse was 
returning empty-handed. 

With the last man safely out of 
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sight, Tim mounted and headed 
straight north. In that direction 
stretched a chain of partly wooded 
hills. 

If his guess were right the es¬ 
caping cowboy would head for a 
place where water and good grass 
could be had, along with a chance 
to keep in hiding. Somewhere be¬ 
tween the plains and the hills he 
would cut the boy’s sign. 

Tim’s guess was accurate. Less 
than an hour after leaving the dry 
washes, he found the tracks, 
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angling along behind swells of the I 
prairie floor where a rider could! 
pass unseen. Ten miles farther on I 
they turned into a wooded draw. I 
Tim followed them. 

As the pinto pushed through a I 
fringe of young trees, Tim looked! 
up from the fresh horse tracks andjj 
saw he had come out onto a wide, 
tree-dotted mesa or tableland. Here! 
were plenty of hiding places, but- 
he reasoned that the fugitive cow-1 
boy would keep going as long as hisjT 
brone held out, and Tim knew Rec 



Tim Saw a WDottcd^i^T 
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Dawn’s strength. 

Imagine his surprise when he 
rounded a stand of young pinon 
trees to see Red Dawn standing 
riderless a few yards away! 





Red Dawn Stood Riderless 















MYSTERY UNEARTHED 
The pinto’s quickness undoubt- 
edly saved Tim’s life. A forty-five 
barked viciously as he reined side¬ 
ways, the leaden slug whizzing past 

his ear. . 

In one swift motion Tim twisted. 
His right-hand gun came out spit¬ 
ting fire. A sharp yelp followed. 
64 
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DO ------- , 

Ten yards to the left. a ean 
young fellow in worn levis stood 
wringing his numbed fingers. From 
the broken six-gun he had drop¬ 
ped, smoke rose like a thin, blue 
feather. 

Holstering his own weapon, iim 
McCoy whirled the pinto about and 
in stark amazement gazed down at 
the young cowboy’s tear-streaked 

^Tears on the cheeks of a salt? 
kid who had killed one man 
just now tried to pot another! 


c Lean Young Fellow Wrung His Hands 
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It made no sense to Tim McCoy, 
but his first words took another 

opening. , | 

“Why,” he asked, “did you try to I 
pot-shoot me just now? Plain self-1 
defense is any man’s duty, but! 
bushwacking is a coyote’s trick!’ I 
A flush of shame rose darkly t(i 
the boy’s tanned forehead. 

“Yo’re one uh Taggart’s posse- 
men, ain’t yuh?” he blurted, step 
ping back a pace. ^ ■ 

With a quick shake of his head! 
Tim dismounted. 
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‘Not so you’d notice it, cowboy!” 
he answered. ‘Til admit I trailed 
you, after the posse gave up, but I 
just wanted to trade back my mare 
for your pony. That’s all, except 
maybe to ask you a couple of 
questions.” 

The youngster gasped, seeming! 
to recognize his pinto for the first 

time. 

“Yuh ain’t a posseman, thenY'1 
he husked. “Whut—whut ques¬ 
tions did yuh want tuh ask me?” J 

“Why the hombre you killed bacid 
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In town shot at you, in the first 
place,” replied Tim in even tones. 
“Secondly, why you didn’t wait for 
the law to clear you on the grounds^ 
of self-defense? I savvy why you^ 
took my mare, but the rest of it had 
got me plumb curious.” I 

The kid’s eyes narrowed but hel 
answered nothing. I 

“It’s maybe none of my busJ 
ness,” Tim went on more gently 
“but I’d likewise admire to kno« 
what a gun-slick young ranaha| 
like you was crying about just 
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fore you tried to dry-guleh me!” 

If Tim’s smile had been a knil 
thrust, its effect on the tall younj 
ster could not have been more sui 
den. 

“Goldang yuh!” he cried hoars 
ly. “Yuh ain’t got no call tuh 
me that, mister! Look around 
see what happened here if 
want the answer. An’ if yuh 
feel like laughin’ I hope 
choke!” 

Tim’s hand lifted, palm outwai 

“Hold on, son!” he protested. 


* Maybe None of My Business .’ 1 
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didn’t mean anything—” J 

The kid’s tight nerves exploded 
with an oath and a wild swing al 
Tim’s jaw. Tim ducked bare v l 
time, only to find himself at ft 
center of a slamming, kickin 
young eyclone. L 

“Blast yuh!” the kid pante* 

struggling to free tnmself H 

Tim’s clinch. “I wisht I had N 
yuh, now! Why couldn’t yuh lea^f 

a feller alone?” . 

Jerking suddenly loose the bcj 
swung another haymaker, but tM 



. ic Kid Took a Wild Swing at Tim’s law 
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wrestling grip. 1 

«I reckon, son,” he said stern, ■ 
“that you’re owing me either aM 
apology or an explanation YouJ 
gone just a little too far to bacl 

out now!” J 

All of a sudden the kid well 
limp. His chest heaved, shaken tj 
hard dry sobs. Tim waited unj 
they stopped-then he released hi 
hold and stepped back. J 

“I’ll take back those question 
kid,” he went on more kindly. 


Wrestling Grip 
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stead, I’ll hand you a little bit c 
advice. The quicker you get yod 
troubles off your chest the bettej 
By the looks of it they’re more th j 
any human ought to keep to hinj 

self 1” l 

The kid stood with lowered eyej 
“I reckon yore right, mister,” M 
gulped. “I—I reckon I done wroxl 
tuh pile intuh yuh that way. j 
answer any questions now yuh gl 
tuh ask. But first jest yuh take 
look over yonder!” I 

Tim’s glance followed the bo^ 
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pointing arm. Not twenty yard 
away rose a low, blackened mount 
out of which poked a few charret 
timbers. A month or two ago ii 
must have been a house, but fin 
had so thoroughly destroyed it thai 
now little more than the rubbish 
choked cellar remained. 

With a whistle of amazemen 
Tim moved for a closer look. I 
the ashes scattered outside, h 
boot heel clicked against metal i 
tarnished brass rifle shell. Pic3 
ing it up he saw that the prinn 



Fire Had Destroyed It 
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had been badly dented. I 

A burned house, an empty bulla 
case and a grieving youngster-J 
Tim put the three together by swifl 

reasoning. Battle-murder-anl 
ruthless destruction! That was hi 
guess. But with it came anothd 
thought that made Tim’s eyes naj 
row sharply and his jaw hardd 
into grim lines. I 

These tragic ruins bore the eai 
marks of a certain killer's work-) 
a series of brutal crimes who 
trail had brought Tim McCoy 
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the way from Montana to this d 
Arizona range. Now, unless 
signs lied, that trail was getti 
warm! 

Turning back to the 
puncher, Tim found him leam 
wearily against the pmto’s sad 

Now if ever was the time to dr 

him out. In all likelihood the ki 
story would furnish still m 
vital clues. 

“I reckon you knew these 1 
cowboy,” Tim said as be faced 
b0 y thoughtfully. “What w 


Tic Kid Leaned Against the Pinto 
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U^'wVuu. nr,', what happened! 
to them, so far as you know ? ^ I 
name’s Tim McCoy, and Im mter-l 
ested for better reasons than youl 

^ThTboy cuffed back his hatj 
showing a newly healed scar just 
under the line of his hair. 

«I worked for Sam Wallace, bfl 
said heavily. “Him arf his wrf| 

an' daughter treated me Uke one 0« 

the family. Matter uh tact, ha 

daughter Della would’ve been MrJ 

Jim Torrance now, if— * she d h j 



“I Worked for Sam Wallace!” 
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ed tuh marry me, she would! 

As the boy struggled to control 
a fresh wave of grief, Tim spoke 

with quiet sympathy. _ w 

“That explains a lot, Jim, he 
said. “But go on with the facts. 
How did all three of them come to 

be wiped out. I judge it wasn’t any 
accident?” 

“It was plain, cold-blooded mur¬ 
der !” gritted young Torrance. An 
they wasn’t three, but four of ’em. 
Sam had a baby girl, jest two years 
old. Burned alive in the house. 



“That Explains a Lot, Jim!” 
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prob’ly, if them devils didn’t hap- 
pen tuh shoot her first!” 

Tim’s glance bored into the kid 
pain-clouded eyes. 

“What devils?” he questioned 
harshly. “If you know who they 

were—” . . 

“What if I do?” Torrance whip¬ 
ped back. “One man’s word ain*d 
no proof tuh give a jury. An’ anyj 
how them killers have bought oud 
the law in this county, lock, stodl 
an’ barrel. That’s why I run, aftej 
shootin’ that hired gunme 



They 
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me before I ever come tub trial. 

Tim grunted with sudden en¬ 
lightenment. . 

“Then vou do know something, 

cowboy!” he said quietly. “Wheth¬ 

er or not it’s legal, evidence, somel 
party is plumb anxious t0 

from telling it, X judge. Thatsalll 

the more reason for your telling itl 
to me now!” 














CHAPTER IV 


looking for evidence 

Jim Torrance bit bis lip. 

“It was about six weeks ago, 
he began jerkily. “I was works 
with Sam Wallace out m his here 
corral, right over there beyond 
house. We was gentlm a three 
year-old bronc for Della tuh n 

I remember that Della was watd 

96 
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in’ us outa the kitchen window, an’ j 
baby Eva was playin’ on the front j 
stoop with her dollie.” 

He stopped to pull from under j 
his shirt a sadly burned and : 
weather-stained rag doll. Noting 
a spot or two of dampness on the 
faded calico, Tim recalled the tears ' 
he had surprised on Jim’s hard 
young face. 

“I found this in the ashes, jest 
before yuh rode up, Tim,” he husk¬ 
ed. “Reckon that’s why I went so 
hog-wild!” 
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Tim watched him replace the 
salvaged toy. 

“What happened then, Jim. he 
asked softly. 

“About twenty masked riders 
busted outa that draw an’ started 
shootin’,” the boy answered 
through clenched teeth. “Some o 
their lead caught Sam in the arm 
jest as he started for the house. I 
had my six-gun spittin’ when an¬ 
other slug caught me here.” 

Jim Torrance pointed to the red 
scar on his forehead. 
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“I didn’t know nothin’ more,” he 
said slowly, “until I woke up in an¬ 
other hoss corral, with a hull lot o± 
strange faces lookin’ down on me. 
That was a week ago, an’ the place 
was fifty miles down south of Flag¬ 
staff!” 

Tim McCoy’s low whistle ex¬ 
pressed surprise but no unbelief. 

“That’s about three hundred 
miles from here!” he commented. 
“I’ve heard of men losing their 
memory from a head wound, and 
in some cases they got it back 



“Another Slug Caught Me Here.” 
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through, another blow in the same 
place. Was that what did it for 
you, Jim?” 

“Yuh guessed it!” returned the 
hoy. “Seems that the bronc I was 
toppin’ that day throwed me. I 
found out I’d been workin’ there 
for a month under another name; 
but how I got that far is still a mys¬ 
tery. Tuh make a long story 
short, I borried a gun the next day, 
took the pinto for my wages, an’ 
headed north. The rest of it yuh 
seen for yoreself, Tim!” 
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“You were recognized and shot at 
the minute you entered Spread- 
eagle,” Tim recalled. “The fellow 
you killed was Taggart’s brother- 
in-law. That means the sheriff is 
one of the gang!” 

He whirled, grim jawed, to gaze 
at the blackened ruins. 

“Those killers aimed to wipe out 
all living evidence,” he exclaimed 
harshly. “But I reckon they 
plumb overlooked the dead!” 

Jim Torrance caught his breath. 

«Yuh—yuh mean—?” he gasp- 
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ed. His eyes opened wide. 

“I sure do!” came Tims low¬ 
voiced answer. “Torrance, you and 
X are going to make certain just 
what happened to the Wallace fam¬ 
ily. And listen, Jim! I don t want 
to raise any false hopes, tat th f e * 
just a chance that one of them 
might have escaped! 

Abruptly he turned and began 
stripping the saddle gear from Red 
Dawn’s back. 

«Get busy, cowboy!” he snapped. 
“We’re turning these ponies loose 

















no 


TIM McCOY 


to graze, and then we’re getting to 
work. There’s only one way to 
find out what we’ve got to know. 
You savvy what that is! 

“Reckon I do, Tim!” gulped the 
boy, reaching for the pinto’s cinch 
strap. “It’ll be an awful job, but 
Fin with you, pard—tuh the fin¬ 
ish!” ,, • 

Stripped down to boots and levi 
pants, the two men tackled it. They 
heaved aside the crisscross of 
charred roof-beams and plunged 
knee deep into the ashes which half 
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filled the ruined cellar. 

One by one, pieces of burned 
clothing and furniture came to 
man’s boot, a woman s 
silver buckled slipper, the rawhid 
selt of a chair. Then, halfway 
down in the rubbish, they came up¬ 
on something which both had been 

“»Coybrushed a way 
the litter which had covered two 
human skeleton. Bits of cloth stdl 

adhering to the pitiful — 
served to identify a man and a 
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rifle barrel. 

Blood trickled from Jim 
ranee’s bitten lips as he forced 
himself to look. . „ 

“It’s Sam Wallace and bis wite. 
the kid choked. “Sam musta put 
up a fight, wounded as he was. An 
Missus Wallace, too! That’s Sam s 

six-shooter in her hand!” j 

He stepped back, brushing *, 
grimy fist across his eyes. j 

«I was afeard first off that it was j 

Della 1” he muttered. “Let’s gh 
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tuh work! We ain’t found her nor 
the baby, Tim.” 

Moving toward the cellar’s 
farther end, Tim noticed that a 
part of the main floor still hung' 
where it had fallen. Between it 
and the cellar wall showed a dark 
space two or three feet wide. j 

He stooped for a closer look. I 

“Jim!” he called sharply., 
“There’s a door back in there!” 

Young Torrance’s cry echoed 
Tim’s own. 

“The dugout! Good gosh! I’d 
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plumb forgot about it. 

Frantically the boy clawed his 
way toward the opening, only to 
bring up against McCoys ou 
stretched arm. 

“Remember, kid,” Tim told him 
sternly, “we’re looking lor evi-1 
dence That means watching our 

step. 'Eight now you’re staW 
here, while I go in there alone. , 
Dropping his arm, Tim knel I 

and struck a match. The yello I 

glow showed a fine sifting of ashej 

where the cellar floor had beenj 
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protected from falling embers. 

While the match lasted, Tim 
studied every corner of the narrow 
space. Then striking another, he 
reached in and pushed against the 
dugout’s plank door. 

It opened to a hard shove, re¬ 
vealing a narrow, cave-like room* 
Stone crocks and a number of 
wooden bins lined the sides, but it 
was something lying on a blanket 
at the farther end that gripped 
Tim’s attention. With a stifled 
groan he lit his third match. J 
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ETiSnents later he emerged mtt 
a small, blanket-wrapped bnndM 
Meeting Jim Terrances white 
faced look, he nodded. 

•‘It is Baby Eva!” he said 
grimly. “I reckon the poor ltttU 
tyke just went to sleep on ha 
woolly blanket when the smoke gw 

too thick.” . 

“An’-arf Della?” the boy whi« 

pered hoarsely. , ^ 

Tim’s hand went out to grip 
boy’s lean shoulder. 

“Steady, there, son!” he e: 
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claimed. “Della Wallace was there, 
too, hut she’s gone! There are 
prints of a woman’s shoe in those 
ashes by the door, showing *4 
she walked out AFTER THE] 
FIRE!” 











CHAPTER V 


LEFT AFOOT! 

It was late afternoon when Tin: 
McCoy and young Jim Torrand 
stood beside a spring that bubbte 
at a short distance from the ok 
house site. They were freshli 
bathed and dressed. The shade d 
a tall, old cottonwood above then 
invited rest after the morning* 
126 
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grim and horrowing ordeal. 

Together they had done the las 
service which human hands coulc 
offer the dead. Deep in the near-bj 
pinon grove three wooden crosses 
rose above separate mounds <A 
freshly turned earth. 

Now, gazing toward the tragis 
ruins, young Torrance voiced thj 
thought that was prodding aJ 
Tim’s own mind. _ I 

“We got tuh find Della, Tim!l 
he burst out. “An’ it ain’t goin 
tuh be so easy as jest pickin’ up i 
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cold trail, I can tell you 1” I 

He broke off, staring gloomilyl 

at the ground. I 

“Trouble is, we cant be shore* 
even if she got clean away! 
finished with a groan. T e “J 
devils might have spotted her ? l 

terward!” J 

“Don’t let your thoughts star* 
running on that, cowboy!” TM 
exclaimed, turning to the drawaj 
faced youngster. “We’re going l| 

take it for granted that she Gm 
get away, as long as there s * 
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proof to the contrary. Now think. 
Isn’t there some ranch where sh. 
could have gone for help. 

Jim Torrance shook his head. 
“Only Hank Harmon’s, fifteej 

miles tuh the west uh here,’’here 

plied “An’ I reckon shed haw 

ken’clear of that place if ’twas any 

ways possible. No, pardnen A 
guess is that she started f. 
Spreadeagle that same night J 
house burned. She knows a » 
folks there. On the other ha 
Della ain’t a gal tuh risk geta 



“Trouble Is, We Can’t Be Shore!” 
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her friends in trouble!” 

Tim drew Ms right-hand belt- 
gun and thoughtfully spun the] 

Cy “Brtwhy would she stay clear 

Of Hank Harmon’s spread, 
asked shrewdly. “It’s *'° ne . 
and Harmon looks to be a nga 
well-meaning sort. I opened d 

meet him in town, just after 5^ 
lit out !” 

The kid grunted. 

“Harmon’s well meanin, im 
be ,” he said bitterly, “but he an 



Jim Shook His Head 
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got the guts of a jackrabbit. He’s 
the one small rancher hereabouts 
that Lowry’s Tomahawk riders 
ain’t run out or killed, but that s 
only because he’s never dared tub 
take sides against ’em, like Sam 
Wallace an’ the others did. Hank 
wouldn’t be no protection, if the 
gang got wind of Della’s bem 
there!” 

Tim McCoy’s thoughts wen 
leaping on a new trail. How couif 
a fellow with no more “guts” thaa 
a rabbit have made the proddu 


* 
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sheriff of Spreadeagle pull ™ hM 
horns? Yet Harmon had done it, 
only a few hours before! Again 
Tim smelled the odor of rat. 

“All right, cowboy!” he harked. 
“We’re hightailing for prea 

eagle just as quick as we catch ui 

ourbroncs! We’ll spot some place] 

outside of town where you can hi I 

out while I make inquiries. Com- 

on ! w I 

Going back to the place wha. 
they had left the hobbled pomes 
Tim and the kid scanned the gras^ 



The Kid Grunted 
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stretch^ about them in 

Cheney had ieft them, but, 

the horses were nowhere ui jgh j 

“Reckon they wandered off 
hind that stand of pmons, - 
rlnce remarked. “Sometimes 

hoblled boss jest gits a notion 

travel, like that; but they can 

^m^gedandledthej 

to the trees. He had a funny u 

that the day’s surprises were . 

yet done with. The next ten ma 



‘•We’re Hightailing for Spreadeagle.” 
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ute’s search proved him right. 

As he was passing a clump 
young pines, his eye caught a f 
miliar-looking scrap of whai 
leather. It was lying right whe 
it had been tossed on the brov 
carpet of pine needles. ^ 
“Red Dawn’s hobble strap 1 Ti 
exclaimed. “Come here, Jim! 
reckon it’s no use hunting any fa 
ther. Somebody ran off our broa 
while we were digging tha 

graves!” .. 

With an angry whoop the a 
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came running swiftly. 

“Might have knowed it. nej 
yelped, hurling down the strap] 
which Tim had handed him. “This 
hull range is lousy with Lowry s 
snoopin’, dry-gulehin’ gunmej 
Couldn’t have been more’n one 
’em here, though, or we’d ha^ 
caught a flock of bullets m tH 
back. What in thunder are ^ 
goin’ tuh do now, pardner?” 

“We’ll look for the tracks, jtj 
to make sure,” answered Tid 
pocketing the discarded strap. 



Red Dawn’s Hobble Strap!” 












l4 6_ TIM McCOY- 

A brief search at the edge of 
pinon clump brought them to^ 
tracks of a, third horse, 
stranger had been careful to * 
the trees between himself and | 
sible discovery, both coming 

going. , , , 

“An’ that’s that!” grunted 
ranee disgustedly. “Best thing 
us now is tuh try and locate 
Lerou. He’s a French breed ti 
per, hangs out in the canyons 
or five miles north of here. I ree 
he’ll loan us a couple of pome 
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“That’s where we’re headed 
then!” exclaimed Tim, leading thfl 
way back to their piled saddli 
gear. “And say, cowboy! Isnl 
there a chance that Della Walla* 
might have remembered yo« 
trapper friend and gone that wa 
for help?” 

Young Torrance shook his lies* 
“She’d have got lost before sM 
started,” he replied. “Della’s nevj 
been tuh old Moccasin Joe’s cabJ 
Besides, the place ain’t easy « 
find, even in daylight.” 
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“In that case,” observed Trad 
picking up his forty-pound stotf 
saddle, “we’d better not waste at) 
time getting there I 

The kid grabbed his gear an! 
led off toward the cottonwood 
his battered Stetson rakistJ! 
aslant. Trudging beside him, TN 
gave no sign that his though! 
were racing like hounds. 

“By the way, Jim,” he remark! 
casually, “just who is this Loi 
you named a minute ago as 
boss thief and dry-gulcher? 



“That’s Where We’re Headed!” 












chapter VI 
MOCCASIN lOE 
A growl of rage came from 
tween the kid’s clenched teeth. 

“Lowry,” he sputtered, is 
hydrophoby wolf who led that r 
on pore Sara Wallace. I spot 
his pesky black mustache 
before this bullet crease knod 
me cold!” 
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Tim Picked up His Saddle 
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Young Torrance paused, 
then went on more calmly. 

“Lowry’s a newcomer u - 
range, like Harmon. Matter u 
fact, he showed up about thesan 
time; but now he rods the bigM 
an- toughest pack of 
Sandy Gulch County. His game 

jest about foolproof, too. 

“His game?” questioned H 
softly. 

With suppressed eagerness j 
waited for the kid’s answer, j 
Pinned inside McCoys ^ 
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pocket was the symbol of his real* 
business—the bright silver badg* 
of a United States Deputy Marshal* 
If he had not misread the signs* 
the man he was hunting must noa* 
be somewhere within a few hours’^B 
ride! 

“Yeah!” snorted young Tor* 
ranee, as they plunged into iH 
cedar-fringed draw leading nori* 
from the grassy mesa. “Lowry* 
job is runnin’ the Big Tomahaw^| 
brand for some Eastern feller wi 
prob’ly don’t know a cow from 
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mule deer. It’s been six months 
now sence the old owner died an 
Lowry took over for this Eastern¬ 
er. Time enough for that thief 
an’ killer tuh git a stranglehold ouj 
the hull Sandy Gulch range!” . I 
A picture clicked suddenly in^ffl 
Tim’s mind. This Lowry fell ow’d 
methods were familiar startling 
ly like those of the hombre he waj 
trailing, the owlhoot leader Jasaq 
Kroll. He doubted if the Toe 
hawk’s owner had died natural 
“The way Lowry has worked 
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Jim Torrance went on, “was ttf 
hire him twenty or thirty gunslid 
riders from the outside an’ star 
’em rustlin’ from the smalle 
ranchers hereabouts. The fellei 
who objected were threatened 1 
roundabout ways an’ then offerj 
a dollar a head for their stoi 
Yuh kin guess what happen® 
next, can’t yuh?” „ J 

“Reckon I can, cowboy!” repaid 
Tim feelingly. “Those who m 
objected were shot or burned a 
or both, just like Sam Wallace. 1 
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each case the raiders made 
nobody was left who could id< 
them if the state law got wi 
it. It was plain luck that you 
Della Wallace got away!” 

“Yuh said it, pardner!” the 
nodded bitterly. “Poor Sam 
the last small owner who d 
stand up for his own. The 
cleared out an left everyt 
Lowry’s got their herds now, 
all the time he wants tuh ch 
the brands over an’ sell em. 
yuh ask me, I don’t reckon 
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Eastern owner will git a red c 
of the priee either!” 

Tim McCoy made no eomme 
His trained ear caught the fa 
sound of drumming hoofs so 
where in the tangle of brusj 
draws at their left. With a k 
word of warning he touched 
kid’s shoulder. 

“Horses, coming fast aroi 
that cedar knoll!” he murmim 
“I aim to have a look before 
get too close!” 

Dropping his saddle gear, 



Kin Guess What Happened Next!” 














i66 _jiMMcCOY____ 

was off down the draw. Dodgi 

rocks and undergrowth, he r 
with swift, reaching strides. . 
lanky kid stayed just one ]ul 
behind him. 

It took them only a moment 
strike the base of the knoll w t 
a deep arroyo entered from t 
left. There both men threw the 
selves down, crawling through 
last screen of bushes. 

“Well, I’ll he a horny toa* 
gasped Jim Torrance, as three M 
ing horses broke into view. j 
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The kid’s pinto and Tim’s sorrel 
mare were strung out at the end 
of lead ropes attached to the saddle 
of a swart-faced rider. They were 
perhaps fifty yards away. 

“Quick, Tim!” whispered the 
boy. “Gimme one of yore guns!! 
That’s Moccasin Joe himself, an’Jfi 
aim tuh throw a scare intuh him. 

Noting the youngster’s broa* 
grin, Tim flipped over his left-harJj 
Colt. There was no time for ques¬ 
tions. 

Three crashing leaps carneafl] 



He Touched the Kid’s Shoulder 
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them through the brush andouj 
into the path of the astonished 

^Hold «P there, hoss-thief j 
vipped Torrance, jerking down 1 *| 
Sbrim. “Beach for the cloufcj 
Keining hack, the hal 
gaped at the menacing g»» ">| 
\\i His hands flew up over m 

te “Don’ shoot!” he grunted h J 

’\ith a low laugh TorraJ 
stepped forward, cuffing hack 4 


Both Men Threw Themselves Down 
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broad Stetson bat. 

“Sence when have ynh start 
playin’ tricks like that on yo. 

friends, Joe?” he chuckled. “Wh 

in thunder d’yuh mean by setti 
me an’ my pard afoot, yuh sur¬ 
faced ladrone?” 

Moccasin Joe’s arms fell limp 
to his sides. A sheepish grin spi 
across his leathery, weather-seai 
ed features. . 

“Jeem Torrance, by gar. 
cackled. “I t’ink it be you dat pi 
trick on old Joe! I hear you i 



Mare Were at the End of Lead Ropes 
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kill’ when them raider burn o 
pore Sam Wallaee. If you am 11 
ghos’, how come you git away 
“Never mind that now, . 
snapped the kid, sobering quick! 
“Fact is, me an’ my friend was Jj 
aimin’ tuh hunt yuh up. We fs 
gered one of Lowry’s men had ta 
enour hosses. Joe, I want yout 
shake hands with a real wa 
man an’ my pardner, Tim MeM 
“Sure t’ingf nodded the « 
trapper, reaching to grip ^ 
hand. “Me, I t’ink dem bosses 1 



Hu Hands Flew Over His Head 
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Fong to Lowry, so I ‘ ake ’ em qU “ k 
H you got de saddle, s’ P os<> com, 
along now wit’ Joe Lerou, e 
got plenty t’ing for talk over, at 
m y cabin not so far away. 

Tim, who had caught the breed 

sly wink, agreed promptly. 

“Not a bad idea, Lerou, he a 

swered. “We’ve got our g« 
cached in the brush back yo 
Come on, Jim! I«l seem good 1 
fork a saddle alter that hike. 

As they reached the sad 
young Torrance faced Tim with 



Joe’s Arms Fell to His Sides 
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heavy sigh. His voice was grim < 
he spoke to his friend. 

“Yuh see, pardner?” he huske 
“Joe don’t know a thing aboi 
Della’s gittin’ away! If he did he’; 
have told me, first off. I m wondei 
in’ if we hadn’t better head bac 
tuh Spreadeagle, without wastif 
time.” 

The kid broke off, grinding li 
boot heel into the dirt. 

“Once I make sure she’s safe i 
—or dead,” he gritted, “I aim us 
git Lowry, or die tryin’. But taa 


M * 

“How Come You Git Away?” 
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ain’t none of yore job, Tim. Tn 
done more’n enough for me as i 


Smiling gravely, Tim stooped I 
pick up his kak. 

“How do you know it’s none i 
my job, cowboy?” he retorted, 
haven’t told you what busines 
brought me to Sandy Gulch Con 
ty, and maybe this isn’t just tl 
time to explain. All the same— 
Tim straightened up, pointij 
at the long barreled Colt in Jia 
holster. 


“We Got Plenty Ting for Talk Over.” 
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“That’s one of my own 
at your belt, kid,” he 
meaningly, “and as long as 
need it I’m siding you with 
other one! Is that plain enough 

Impulsively the youngste 
hand shot out to grip the 
stretched hand of his new friend. 

“I reckon it is, pardner!” 
cried. “I ain’t askin’ yore 
but if they’s ever anythin’ I kin 
tuh back yore play, jest say 
word!” 

“Right now it strikes me 


Torrance Faced Tim With a Sigh 
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better trail along with Moecasir, 

Joe and talk things over. I’ve g«j 

a hunch that breed knows a M 
more than we do about what s bee¬ 
going on!” 
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them—sheer walls of rock. 

“Dis be mighty good trappm* 
country, Jeem,” the old half-breed 
volunteered, turning in his saddle. 
“Plenty wolf, plenty bobcat, some 
fox an’ badger, an’ the biggest ol 

cougar you ever see! Plenty deer. 

too, if you know where to find 

heem!” | 

“I reckon that same applies tub 
hosses, huh, Joe?” observed Tor¬ 
rance. “How come yuh taken tub | 
bronc rustlin’ all of a sudden, 
hombre? Thought yuh had more| 


“We’d Better Trail Along With Joe!” 
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ponies than yuh could use, any¬ 
how !” 

Moccasin Joe shrugged his 
shoulders. 

“Mebbe dat Lowry skonk steal 
my hosses, too!” he smiled sourly. 
“Anyhow, my cabin, she’s pretty 
close now. When we git dere you 
have beeg surprise, 1 t’ink!” 

Young Torrance reined back be¬ 
side Tim’s stirrup. 

“Somethin’ shore funny about 
that, Tim!” he whispered. “This 
ain’t the way I come tuh Joe's 
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cabin last year. The old feller s I 
been actin’ queer about other ■ 
things, too. Did yuh git that hint I 
he throwed out about some big | 
surprise?” 

“I wouldn’t get spooky over that, ■ 
kid,” Tim answered. “Perhaps Joel 
has built him a new cabin. Or may-1 
be you got mixed up with all the! 
twists and turns we’ve been mak-1 
ing. If your trapper friend, has! 
anything up his sleeve he likelyl 
means no harm by it.” I 

The boy snorted doubtfully, bift| 



“Mighty Good Trappin’ Country, Jeem!” 
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said no more at the moment. 

Five minutes later the breed 
turned off into a narrow side can¬ 
yon. The walls were high and al¬ 
most bare of bushes. Ten rods 
farther in they seemed to come to¬ 
gether in a blunt V. 

Apparently there was no outlet 
there, but the old trapper did not 
rein back. Instead, he rode straight 
up to the sheer end and vanished 
as if the earth had swallowed him. 

Jim Torrance let out a whoop 
of alarm. 



“Somethin’ Shore Funny About That!” 
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“Joe dropped into a hole, Tim!” 
he cried, spurring the pinto for¬ 
ward. “We got tuh haul him out! 

Lerou’s disappearance was quick¬ 
ly explained, however. Reaching 
the little box canyon’s blind end. 
Tim and the kid saw the sharp 
turn which formed a hidden out¬ 
let. Some yards beyond they 
caught sight of Moccasin Joe rid¬ 
ing slowly through a cut barely 
wide enough to clear his stirrups. 

Tim smiled at the look of blank 
surprise in the kid’s face. 


The Boy Said No More 
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“The old boy sure gets a kick out 
of mystifying us!” he exclaimed, 
kneeing Red Dawn into the cleft. 
“Come on, Jim! I’m anxious to see 
what more he’s got in his bag of 
tricks.” 

Tim was scarcely prepared, how¬ 
ever, for the scene which opened 
before them as they rounded the 
next turn. 

Flooded by the red light of sun-j 
set, an exquisite little valley j 
spread out. Guarded by tall cliffs,, 
it was only a few hundred yards 



Moccasin Joe Vanished 
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wide by perhaps half a mile in 
length. 

Through the exact center ran a 
tree-fringed brook, which widened j 
into a mirror-like pond. Near the j 
water and sheltered by tall cotton¬ 
woods stood a dozen log cabins. 1 

“How you like heem, eh?” ques- ; 
tioned the grinning breed as the 
two others reined up. “She be 
pretty good hide-out for pore 
ranch fellers dat ain’t got no home, 
don’ you s’pose? Come along, 
Jeem, an’ meet some more peoples 


They Saw Moccasin Joe 
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dat t’ink mebbe you are one dead ■ 
mans!” 

Digging his moccasined heels in- ■ 
to his bronc’s ribs, the old trapper I 
galloped off. Young Torrance fol-« 
lowed slowly, in gaping astonish-■ 
ment; but to Tim, riding beside ■ 
him, the breed’s words had madeH 
everything clear. 

This valley was the last resort■ 
of those ranchers whom threat® 
and robbery had forced to abandon* 
their homes. Here, banded .-**■ 
gether for protection, they couiilj 



The Two Followed Moccasin Joe 
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at least eke out some kind of nv-| 
ing Meantime, should the chance* 
come to hit back, they would bj 
within striking distance of th«| 

enemy. , , . M 

Reaching the little log-buiM 
community, Tim and the kid sa*| 
Moccasin Joe waiting outside 
of the larger cabins. At his 
they dismounted, dropping thacj 
ponies’ reins. J 

“But come inside, my fne nsM 
the old man invited. “Now I t’uj 

comes the beeg surprise. DisbeJj 
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place I leeve, wit’ some people 
t’ink you know, Jeem.” 

Throwing open the door, he 
ed loudly. 

“I am breeng Jeem Torranc 
home wit me! If you don’ believ 
me, come an’ take heem by d 
han’! An’ he ain’t no echos’—b 
gar!” 

There was a faint scream froi 
inside the house. The next inst; 
a flying figure in overalls bur 
through the doorway and ere 
into the warm embrace of tl 
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young cowboy’s arms. A sense of 
peace stole over the girl. 

The kid’s hoarse cry was muffled 
by her thick, brown hair. 

“Della!” he cried. 

“Jim! Oh, Jim!” the girl sobbedj 
clutching his shoulders. “You’re! 
alive! You’re real! But I saw them | 
shoot you down! I was sure they I 
had k-killed you like they did-—oh I 
Jim!” 

An older woman’s voice spoke! 
from the doorway. 

“Jim Torrance, if yuh dor’ll 


and the Kid Dismounted 
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us all tuh die of heart fai 
come in this minute an’ ei 
yoreself. Drat yuh, Joe Li 
Yuh might have given 
some warnin’!” 

Glancing up, Tim read a mixtu 
of joy and bewilderment in 
woman’s motherly face. He smi 
back, as the old trapper stepped 
tween them. 

“Miz Weber, dis be Jeem’s fried 
Tim McCoy. S’pose we go in 
house an’ geeve de young f< 
some leetle minute alone. Pie 
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time for explain, after dey come; 
down from de cloud! What you 
fink?” 

Tim stepped through the dooij 
at Mrs. Weber’s nod. He found 
himself in a good-sized rood 
which plainly served as botl 
kitchen'and living quarters for tha 
family. Two or three plank doora 
leading off from it were probabia 
small bedrooms. The furnitud 
was all rough, homemade stuff, bd 
neatly arranged. 

Especially welcome was tftfl 
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sight of a long plank table laid for 
a meal. 

“I reckon I’ll git my wits back 
in a minute, Mr. McCoy!” quaver¬ 
ed Mrs. Weber, pushing forward a 
chair. “Mebbe if I finish puttin 
supper on the table it’ll help someJ 
Suppose you set here an’ start talk-1 
in’ before 1 pass out with curiosl 

ity ” 

Before Tim could speak, ho»J 
ever, the door opened and the twd 
young people came in followed bjj 
a tall, gray-bearded rancher. 


Tim Stepped Through the Doorway 
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found himself shaking hands wit 
John Weber, a big-built man in h 
fifties, who turned out to be tl 
leader of the cabin community. 

Immediately there was a ston 
of questions and explanations, du 
ing which Lerou slipped out to ca 
ral the horses. He returned quid 
ly, and the barrage of excited coa 
ment kept up through the meal. 

Delicious as Mother Weber 
cooking was, everyone but Tim Mi 
Coy and the old trapper was too a 
cited to know what he ate. 
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Della’s story was brief, but 1 
most tragic of all. 

Dodging the hail of enemy bd 
lets, her father had managed i 
reach Baby Eva and carry her id 
side the house. , Then he had ban 
the door and ordered the wom^ 
into the dugout. 

“Ma pushed me and the baby i 
side,” the girl said brokenly. “T 
she slammed the door and braca 
it with a crowbar. I knew she \ 
goin’ back tuh Pa, an’ I wanted t 
follow her; but the door was jaj 



Tim Shook Hands With John Weber 
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med tight. It was awful, just wai 
in’ there helpless in the dark du< 
out!” 

“I reckon!” exclaimed Jim Toi 
ranee softly. “But I can’t figgt 
out how yuh didn’t git choked t 
death by the smoke, Della!” 

“It was just luck, Jim,” answe* 
ed the girl. “Yuh remember 1 
little pipe that Pa drove in for ^ 
ventilator? I put my mouth ow 
the end, held onto my nose, and g 
fresh air. I tried tuh make Bai 
Eva do it, but she was too you 



They Talked Rapidly During the Meal 
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tuh understand. She—she chokei 
tuh death in my arms. Lowri 
killers murdered her just as SU3 
as they killed Ma an’ Pa!” 

With a dry sob the girl sprang u 
her feet. In her overalls and bootj 
she looked like a slim boy. 

“That’s why, Jim—” she cries 
“that’s why I’ve sworn tuh take d 
man’s part in payin’ them killer 
back, whether it’s by rope or bii 
lets!” 

“Dat what she say when I i 
her outside de burned house < 
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night!” exclaimed Moccasin J05I 
pushing back his chair. “But I 
t’ink dat no work for young gal, bl 
gar!” 

“On the contrary,” said Tim, rial 
ing to face the quivering girl, 
strikes me Miss Wallace has earrl 
ed the right to do just what sbl 
says. Even Jim is bound to agreJ 
I think. As for me, I’d be proud tl 
help you folks get justice, in aajl 
way I can!” 

Della’s eyes flashed thanks, bail 
before she could speak, John We al 



The Girl Sprang to Her Feet 
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er’s huge figure bulked in front d 
Tim. 

“We’ll jest take yuh up on that 
McCoy,” he rumbled, thrusting od 
a big hand. “Luck has brought m 
a fightin’ chance tuh clean od 
Lowry’s bushwackers. It’ll be se:* i$± 
tied one way or t’other by daybreal 
tomorrow. If yo’re interested, conn 
along tuh the meetin’ that’s callerf^^* ' 
for ten o’clock tonight in Dam 
Randall’s cabin!” 

Firmly Tim met the giant’s gm 

“I’ll be there, Weber!” he pn 
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ised. “And I sure hope your pla^ 
works out right.” 

The rancher turned abruptly 1 
the door. 

“I’ll be seein’ yuh-all at t* 
o’clock.” he said as he went out. 










CHAPTER VUI 

HARMON’S SCHEME 

Fifteen men and boys had afl 
ready gathered in the large, singi* 
room cabin when Tim McCoy aiH 
rived with his three friends. DeBfl 
Wallace, sticking close to yooj 
Torrance, was the only worna® 
present. Having vowed to taked 
man’s part in avenging her famiW 
230 
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she rated that privilege. 

As the door closed, Tim note 
that all eyes were directed to wart 
the end of the room. Frowns < 
the faces of several men showd 
angry puzzlement. Tim’s own eyes 
narrowed as he marked the cau; 
of it. 

Standing beside big John Web 
was the man, Harmon, whom ] 
had met just after the shooting i 
Spreadeagle. 

“Hank Harmon, or I’m locoe< 
gasped young Torrance. “Dangi 
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if I kin make out what he’s doin’ 
here, Tim! Why, I figgered- 
The kid’s words were cut off t 
Weber’s heavy voice. 

‘Triends an’ neighbors,” 
rumbled, “yo’re wonderin’ wh^ 
business Henry Harmon has ; 
here, seein’ he’s the one man wh 
ain’t tangled with Lowry’s rangs 
grabbers up till now. Well, than 
what I called you here for tonigbJ 
—tuh git the answer. Go ahea»: 
Harmon. Speak yore piece 1” 
With a tight smile, Harmon fa 
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ed the suspicious crowd. 

“I reckon yuh think I’m yellow, 
neighbors,” he began. “Yuh thinl 
I should have joined yuh long agi 
in buckin’ Lowry; an’ mebbe yo’n 
right. The reason was that I had 
too much tuh lose. I played safi 
tuh keep my herds, but I’ve losl 
now!” 

“Reckon yuh deserve that, Har¬ 
mon !” yelped a man in the crowd. 

“Go on, anyhow!” spoke up an¬ 
other. “Tell us what’s on yon 
mind.” 



“Speak Yore Piece!” 








TIM McCOY 


238 



Harmon appeared nervous. 

“Lowry didn’t crowd me so 
much at first,” he said in a low 
voice. “I had a big spread an’ 
eight or nine riders workin’ for me. 
Mebbe that’s why Lowry stole my 
cows a few at a time instead of all 
at once. But it’s all come tuh the 
same thing. I been offered a dollar 
a head for my last thousand cat¬ 
tle r • 

A growl of sympathy rose from 
the dispossessed ranchers. A dol¬ 
lar a cow! Most of them had bees 
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forced to take the same offer. 0i| 
of the group only one voice roi 
jeeringly. 

“Did yuh come hopin’ that wel 
help yuh save ’em?” taunted Del 
Wallace. 

As attention shifted to the | 
Tim noted Harmon’s start 
alarmed recognition; but the i 
covered it cleverly. 

“Not those cattle, Miss Walla< 
he replied, “so much as all the st< 
Lowry has taken in the last 3 
months, from me an’ all of yd 
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With yore help I aim tuh trap 
Lowry an’ his whole murderin' 
gang!” 

There was a sudden, dumfound- 
ed silence. After a pause to let his 
words sink in, Harmon went on. 

“My cowboys,” he told the 
crowd, “are holdin’ them thousand 
beef critters two miles from Lo*j 
ry*s ranch. Suppose you felled 
should take over the herd jest be 
fore daybreak an’ stampede ej 
straight for Lowry’s place! Wm 
d’yuh figger would happen rd 
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his frame bunkhouses when thej 
herd struck ’em?” 

Whoops of savage glee rang! 
deafeningly, as Harmon’s meaninjl 
struck home. Then John Weberq 
great voice bellowed above all. 

“Tell ’em what happens nex*J 
Harmon!” he roared. “By golI~| 
we’ll make a clean sweep!” 

The moment he could make him 
self heard, Harmon explained, 
and his four remaining cowboji 
would leave the herd to take 1 
post of greatest danger in the coa 



Harmon Went On 
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ing attack that he had planned. 1 
Stationed near the bunkhousesj 
they would try to prevent Lowryj 
gun-hands from reaching the monl 
solid ranch buildings when thfl 
herd thundered down. The luckM 
less gunnies would escape death n 
their flimsy sleeping quarters, onW 
to be caught between Harmon* 
rifles and those of the ranchers. J 
Lowry, alone in the ranch hous* 
with a handyman, would be ea* 
to capture. 

The trap looked perfect. All tig 
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more so, when Harmon reminded 
them of the narrow strip between! 
Sandy Gulch Creek and an over¬ 
hanging butte, where the ranch! 
buildings were located. The stamj 
pede could not miss its mark! j 
Yet Tim did not join the ranchj 
ers’ wild enthusiasm. From tba 
start he had smelled trickery. { 
“This Harmon hombre,” he to* 
himself, “is sure clever and cc-nj 
vincing, but I don’t trust him. Nii| 
so far as I can toss a shorthoa 
steer by the tail! The point is nw 


Harmon Explained His Plan 
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how to keep these trusting ranch-i 
ers from running head-on into! 
trouble!” 

Beckoning Della and Jim Tor-® 
ranee aside, he whispered earnest-® 

iy. 

“Listen, Jim! I want you to cori 
ral John Weber and bring hiJ 
over to the house. You’ll likeljB 
have a job getting him away fro* 
the others, but make it as quick ad 
possible. Bring Joe Lerou along® 
too. There’s something we-al® 
have got to talk over 1” 
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Young Torrance nodded. 

“I see Harmon is leavin’ now, 
he remarked. “There’ll be som 
more ‘wau-wau’ about the pla 
for tonight, but we’ll git hold a 
John the first chance. Where' 
wefindyuh?” 

“Just whistle as you pass tb 
horse corral,” Tim replied. “1 
we’re riding tonight, our bronfl 
could use a good rub-down, aai 
some extra feed.” 

Leaving at once, Tim went il 
rectly to the corral. While he el 


/ 


He Beckoned to Jim and Della 
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pertly massaged the sorrel mare’i 
slim legs, his brain was busy witl 
the new problem of Harmon. Wa 
it possible that the man had bed 
sincere? There was no proof ^ 
the contrary, and yet— 

“It sure is funny,” he mutterer 
“that these ranch folks are willid 
to put themselves so completely 1 
Harmon’s power ! There’s a dozaj 
ways he could double-cross thd 
and get the whole bunch of fl 
wiped out. Maybe, though, I d 
get Weber to listen to reason Tj 














A REAL LAWMAN 


It was close to midnight, how¬ 
ever, when Tim heard Torrance's 
whistled signal. Four figures 
loomed vaguely in the darkness 
As they approached, Tim slippe; 
down from the corral bars. 

“That you, McCoy?” 
Weber’s big voice. “Come on in 
256 
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the house! That meetin’ last? 
longer than we figgered on, but th 
boys is all set tuh back Harmor.’ 
play. What d’yuh think of it yon 
self?” 

“That’s, what I want to talk : 
you about, Weber,” replied Tin 
as they filed through the cat a 
door. “The whole thing looks fisag 
to me!” 

Frowning heavily, John Weba 
pushed forward a chair. 

“Sit down, McCoy,” he grua 
bled, “an’ spill what’s on yea 
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mind. I warn yuh, though, thej 
boys have taken Harmon at his 
word, an’ not even I could stop ’em 
goin’ through with it.” 

“Then yuh’ve got some doubts 
yoreself, Uncle John,” cried DelM 
Wallace. “If that’s so, why didnl 
vuh say so before we left tM 
meetin’?” 

“Because,” growled Webed 
planting himself in a big, horn* 
made chair, “I ain’t got no reasad 
for ’em except that I never did al 
Hank Harmon’s smooth talk a4 













262 


TI M McCO Y 


pussyfootin’ ways. If Tim McCoj 
here, has got any better reasom 
I’d sure admire tuh hear him tel 
me!” 

With a grave smile Tim face* 
the little group. 

“My doubts are plenty reason¬ 
able, Weber,” he said quietly. “Bus 
as they don’t amount to proof yes 
all I ask is that you consider a fel 
facts. Here’s one of them!” 

Taking the silver badge from hi 
vest pocket he placed it in til 
rancher’s hand. John Weber leal 



They Filed Through the Cabin Door 
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ed forward with a start. I 

“United States Deputy Mar-| 
shall” he read slowly, squinting ail 
the engraved letters. By. j 
I figgered there was somethin’ du j 
ferent about you. Well, sir! 1 
reckon if we’d had more of yool 
kind of lawmen out here in AnJ 
zony, sech murderin’ devils sm 
Lowry wouldn’t be rulin’ the ranpj 

now!” I 

“An honest tuh goodness lavj 
man-an’ ipy pard!” breatndl 
young Torrance wondering^ 



“Spill What’s on Yore Mind!” 
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“That explains why yuh took i 
part, Tim, when Lowry’s hire 
sheriff had me on the run. I reel 
on we won’t have no trouble no - * 
with yore help! We’ll clean tb 
range of them killers, huh, Della?" 1 ] 

“Thanks friends for your eon; 
dence!” responded Tim. “Mayb 
tonight will give me a chance 1 
justify it; but let’s get back 1 
facts!” 

“That’s right, McCoy!” second 
big John Weber. “I reckon ya 
know somethin’ about this kill 
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Lowry, before he showed up rB' 
these parts. Mebbeso yuh been B 
his trail all along!” 

“I’m on the trail of a man bad* 
wanted by three states for eatii* 
thieving, murder and forgerv^B 
replied Tim McCoy. “His re* 
name is Jason Kroll, but he usaB; 
any alias that happens to suit hxs^H 
Likewise he’s an hombre who caB 
act a dozen different parts.” 

“Then he MIGHT have grovaB 
a mustache an’ called himself 
Lowry,” observed Weber. “On 
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other hand, there ain’t nothin! 
tuh prove he DID! Is that whan 
yuh mean, McCoy?” 

“There’s just one way to provd 
it,” replied Tim. “A Montana 
rancher caught Kroll rustlin'! 
calves some years ago 1 , and burnefl 
a B-W brand on his chest. Thai 
don’t help us now, though. Ita 
something else which makes oJ 
think Kroll may be Lowry.” 

“What’s that?” asked Della wA 
lace. 

“The way Lowry aims to wid 



‘We’ll Clean the Range of Them Killers! 
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out every one who dares 
him,” Tim answered harshly, 
Kroll, he is utterly, sa 
thorough and he leaves nothing 
chance!” 

Tim paused to fix his 
with a piercing look. 

“Hasn’t it struck you,” he 
grimly, “that Lowry could 
discovered this valley hide-out, 
as easily as Harmon? Or that 
feel a lot safer when you’re 
wiped off the map? Or that 
mon’s scheme may be giving 
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just the chance he needs to do it? 1 ] 

With a horse growl, big Joh 
Weber left his chair and began pa< 
ing the plank floor. 

“Yuh mean, supposin’ that Ha 
mon is in Lowry’s pay?” he i 
bled. 

“Or in Lowry’s power, wh 
amounts to the same thing,” 
returned. “Remember, if he re; 
is Kroll, the man’s as clever as 1 
is deadly!” 

“By golly, McCoy,” boon 
Weber, halting in mid-stri 
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“there’s a lot in what yuh saj* 
The p’int is, what d’yuh aim tail 
do about it? Call off the stanfl 
pede?” 

Tim shook his head 1 soberly, j 

“Too late to do that now,” 
pointed out. “Your rancher friend* 
are all worked up over the chant* 
to settle things with Lowry. They* 
take a lot of convincing, an’ theidT 
no time for argument. The b(J 
thing is for me to scout ahead aal 
try to spring any trap that rad 
have been set for the rest of yowl 
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“By gar, I t’ink yon strike hee 
right dat time!” burst out old Mo 
casin Joe, jumping up from h 
bench in the corner. “Only yt 
mus’ take one, two feller wit’ yo 
m’sieu Teem! S’pose dere be 
fight, ol’ Joe Lerou not want to g 
left out!” 

“That goes for me, too, par 
ner!” cried Jim Torrance, movb 
to Tim’s side. 

“And for me, Mr. McCoy!” ad 
ed Della Wallace. 

Touched by the swift loyalty 



John Weber Paced the Floor 
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his three new friends, Tim McCoy I 
hesitated briefly. It would be hard! 
to refuse any one of them. 

“I reckon,” he said quietly, s| 
man couldn’t wish for better part-1 
ners in any sort of trouble! I canil 
take all of you, though.. A bid 
party makes too much noise, am* 
we’ll have to work quietly.” 

“That’s right, Tim,” said yourd 
Torrance quickly. “Della ain’t gw 
no call tuh risk her neck on aid 
such odds as we-all may run infeuM 
An’ that’s that!” 
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The other men agreed with em¬ 
phasis. In the end, Tim consented 
to take Jim and Lerou and the 
three scouts left the cabin to ge: 
their horses. 



Moccasin Joe Jumped From His Bench 









CHAPTER VII 

HOMELESS VALLEY 

Quickly rejoining the old trap- ® 
per, they saddled and started off. H 
The going soon became rougher, ® 
and before long Tim realized that ® 
they had entered a bewildering® 
maze of tree-choked canyons. As ® 
they went on, the half-seen wahf® 
rose higher and higher above® 
186 
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“Dat sentry de same feller who I 
breeng in Harmon dis evenin’. I 
remarked the old trapper as they 
picked their way through the dark 
canyon beyond. “No chance fori 
Lowry rider to s’prise us, you see.I 
Even s’pose he git in, he not ghj 
out again.” 

“Which is prob’bly the reason.*! 
observed Torrance, “for thisl 
scheme tuh git us all out of t 4 
valley an’ ketch us unaware&j 
Jest where d’yuh figger theJ 
skunks would be waitin’ tuh dryj 
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gulch us, Tim?” He looked 

“It might be anywhere along the 
way,” Tim answered thoughtfully. 
“On the other hand, they eouldn': 
be sure which trail Weber’s crowd 
would take between here and Har¬ 
mon’s beef herd. That’s why I 
reckon the herd will be there, 
right!” 

“I see what yuh mean,” said To 
ranee. “We’ll mebbe find a 
dozen gunnies hid out among th 
cattle, waitin’ for our bunch 
git in range, huh?” 
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“It’s a possibility/ „ 

“But remember, we’re still gues 
mg in the dark. Look sharp wha 
we strike those brushy draws ju 
ahead; and don't talk unless ' 
necessary !” 

The next hour’s riding broug 
no alarms, however. Keeping 1 
the hollows and such patches < 
woods as ottered concealment, th* 
covered the ten miles in watchJ 
silence. Finally Moccasin 
pointed to a dark blur which she* 
ed a mile away on the open mes 
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“De beef herd!” he cried softlyl 
“Look like she’s bed down for de| 
night, too. I know de way we kii 
sneak up close. Dere be small arJ 
royo go dat way, but we got til 
lead de bosses!” 

“That’s fine, old timer!” 
proved Tim. “It’ll be a lot quicka 
than crawling up there on 
bellies.” 

After a few minutes’ 

Lerou struck a dry, winding gu 
deep enough to hide a man on fo< 
Dismounting, the three friends fd 



.... .. wfe- Y: •. 
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“It Might Be Anywhere Along the Way.” 
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lowed it, leading their horse 
Moments later, Tim raised a war 
ing hand. 

“From here on,” he whispere 
“Lerou and I will go as close as v 
can on foot. By luck the wind 
blowing this way, so the hei 
won’t scent us. You, Jim, take cai 
that the ponies don’t nicker.” 

Lithe as a panther, Tim swu 
up over the gully’s bank, and 
instant later the old trapper joir 
him. From where they croud 
the dark mass of cattle apper 



They Rode in Silence 
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no more than two hundred yai 
away. 

“Take the south side of the heiw 
Joe,” Tim directed; “but don’t tain 
any risk of Harmon’s nighthawM 
spotting you. I’ll work north ■ 
fcthat patch of young cottonwood! 
^ome back here as soon as you s! 
th a w many riders are on guard.! 

jpropping into a shallow dip J 
U p i ground, the two expert sco« 

instal ed out of si S ht - From a 4 
him. ’! distance only a wolf’s ncJ 
the dai iave marked their silent piJ 
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sage in the shadows. 

A few minutes’ crawling 
brought Tim into the black shadoi 
of the cottonwoods. Here he stool 
cautiously erect, every sense ale? 
for danger. The little patch a 
trees offered every chance for ais 
bush; but Tim’s keen ears deteetd 
no sound of waiting men or horsa 
After a brief exploration, bf 
climbed one of the larger trea 
from which he could look down a 
the bedded cattle. 

Almost within pistol-shot, 



The Dark Mass of Cattle Appeared 
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herd spread out below him. Mo« 
of the animals were lying dowi 
There was no movement exceps 
when a night guard’s dim figun 
appeared riding slowly. Tim coun:- 
ed only four of these before hi 
swung back to the ground. 

“There’s just one more point Fi 
like to check on, before we stall 
crowding our luck,” he told hiai 
self. “After that I reckon it’ll ■ 
touch-and-go to save Weber 
his friends!” 

Hurrying back to the arroyo, q 
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found Jim Torrance waiting nerv-1 
ously with the horses. A momen: I 
later Lerou’s wiry figure slipped I 
down over the bank. The old fel-1 
low was muttering to himself and | 
shaking his head as if greatly pu: 
zled. 

“What you t’ink, m’sieu Teem? 1 " 
he whispered. “By golly, I craw 
halfway ’round dat herd jus’ 
make sure, but I see only four rid¬ 
ers. Mus’ be dat Harmon tell de| 
story straight, after all!” 

“Up to this point he did,” agre* 



Tim Counted Only Four 
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Tim quietly. “But I sort of ex-| 

pected that. All it means is that! 
we’ve got to ride fast and farther* 
now. Which way is- Harmon's| 
ranch, Jim, and how long will id 
take us to get there?” 

“Harmon’s ranch!” echoeii 
young Torrance in amazemenii 
“Why, that’s a good thirteen aM 
fourteen miles south of Lowry’s* 
Yuh ain’t figgerin’ on goin’ then! 
tonight, are yuh? Weber’s bold 
won’t be passin’ nowheres neafl 
that place!” 



Leroti Slipped Down the Bank 
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“Naturally they won’t!” 
answered smilingly. “But Ha 
mon ought to be passing US, sons 
where between here and thei 
if he plans to lead his men in t 
attack on Lowry. Lerou and \ 
counted only four guards with dj 
herd. That means Harmon ha- 
showed up; and it’s only two hoa 
till daybreak!” 

“By gar, I see de point, m’si| 
Teem!” hissed the old trapp 
“If we don’t find Harmon on i 
way, mebbe he be wit’ Lowry r 
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Or mebbe he nevair leaves heed 
ranch!” 

“An’ two hours ain’t any toil 
much time for us tuh git there anl 
back!” grunted young Torrance! 
“We shore got tub raise some dustfl 
Tim!” 

Tim leading, the three men lafl 
their horses at a fast walk, to a 
place where they could safeld 
mount and ride. From then ad 
they pushed the broncs to a mHal 
eating gallop. 

“We’ll cut around Lowry’s plaaj 



“Harmon Hasn’t Showed Up.” 
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an’ make the Sandy Gulch trail!” 
shouted Torrance above the 
pounding of hoofbeats. “That’s 
the way Harmon would be ridin’ 
—if he’s cornin’ at all!” 

Tim, scanning the moonlit coun¬ 
try ahead, saw that the kid was 
right. A line of broken buttes rose 
sharply to the south and east. 
Where the creek cut through those 
sandstone hills would be the one 
likely route. 

Fifteen minutes’ hard riding 
brought them through a pass in 
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the chain of buttes. For the next 
thirteen miles they followed a 
strip, less than a hundred yards 
wide, between the creek and the 
bluffs. There was no reasonable 
chance that Harmon could pass 
them here unseen. 

Where the buttes finally ended, 
they came out onto a level plain 
dotted with small stands of trees. 
Here Sandy Gulch Creek wound 
leisurely through rich grassland, 
its course bordered with willows 
and cottonwood growth. 
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In the near distance stood a fair¬ 
sized ranch house* with its corrals 
and outbuildings. 

“I reckon that settles it, TimT 
exclaimed young Torrance. “Un¬ 
less, mebbe Harmon is jest startin' 
out from the house. But I don'; 
see no lights.” 

“What you t’ink, Teem?” que¬ 
ried the halfbreed, pushing his 
horse closer. “If Harmon be dere 
now mebbe we katch de bullet on; 
of dem window! You goin’ take 
de chance?” 


They Followed the Creek. 
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“No time for anything else, Le- 
rou!” answered Tim, bending low 
over his saddle. “Anyhow, moon¬ 
light doesn’t make good shooting. 
Come on!” 














CHABTER XI 

“THAT MAN’S A DEVIL r 


No bullets greeted them as they 
headed at full tilt past the horse 
corral and bunkhouse, straight up 
to the main building. The three 
men pulled up a few paces from 
the front porch and slid out of 
their saddles, tossing the reins 
over the broncs’ heads. 

3^8 



“No Time for Anything Else!” 
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“Hello the house!” cried Tim 
McCoy, loudly. “We want to talk 
to Harmon. Show a light if there’s 
anybody at home!” 

There was no answer, no sound 
except the yapping of a far-off 
coyote. Without further delay, 
Tim crossed the porch and put his 
shoulder to the door. 

It opened into thick darkness. 

“Come in, boys!” Tim invited, as 
the others stepped up. “While 
we’re here, I aim to find out some¬ 
thing more about Harmon’s game. 



They Pulled up Near the Porch 
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It won’t take more than a few 
minutes.” 

Striking a match, he led the way 
into the dark room that gaped be¬ 
yond them. 

“We’ll have to hurry!” he said 
over his shoulder. “Suppose you 
fellows take a look through these 
downstairs rooms, while I hunt 
around upstairs. Call me if you 
spot an office, or any papers lying 
about.” 

“Okay, Tim!” answered Tor¬ 
rance, whisking a match across his 



House!” Cried Tim McCoy 
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chaps leg. “Don’t forget, though,! 
that we got tuh do some tall ridin’J 
We got tuh warn Weber’s bunch] 
that they been double-crossed!” 

“We’ll make it, cowboy!” came 
Tim’s voice from the staircase. 

Three doors led off from a small 
landing at the top of the stairs. 
Two opened readily to a turn of the 
knob, but the last one resisted 
Tim’s hardest push. Drawing back 
to the opposite wall, he hurled his 
hundred and eighty pounds of 
muscle at the locked barrier. 



He Led the Way into a Dark Room 
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CRASH! 

The stout panel stood the im¬ 
pact, but the hinges gave, with a 
crackle of splintered wood. Again 
Tim launched his weight across the 
landing. 

CRASH! SLAM! 

The door fell inward, just as a 
wild yell rose from the rooms be¬ 
low. 

“Tim! Hey, pardner! What in 
thunder’s busted loose up there? 
Gol-dang it! I dropped my match!” 

“HoF on till we get dere, Teem!” 



Tim Went Upstairs 









328_ TIM McCOY _ 

whooped the trapper. “I jus’ fall 
over de kitehen stove!” 

There was a racket of overturn¬ 
ed furniture, followed by the fran¬ 
tic clump of boot heels on the 
stairs. Tim McCoy, stepping across 
the broken door, chuckled softly in 
the darkness. 

“It’s all right, boys!” he told 
them. “Just wait till I make a 
light.” 

A moment later the yellow flame 
of a kerosene lamp revealed a 
small room furnished meagerly 





He Hurled His Weight Against the Door 
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with a desk and single chair. 

“It’s Harmon’s office, all right!” 
grunted Tim. “That desk must be 
where he keeps his important 
papers.” 

The desk was of the roll-top 
variety, and locked; but a single 
shot from Tim’s Colt revolver 
smashed the metal catch. 

“We’ve been making enough 
noise to raise the dead anyhow,” 
he commented. “A little more 
won’t hurt, and there’s no time to 
be fussy!” 
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The desk’s roll top rattled up. 

Seizing the first pile of papers 
his hand struck, Tim rifled them 
through. Another stack fluttered 
swiftly from his fingers. Impa¬ 
tiently he jerked out three shallow 
drawers, while the trapper and Jim 
watched over his shoulder. 

The first two drawers yielded 
tally books— records used by 
ranchers to keep track of their 
herds’ increase or loss. But here 
were a full dozen of them, and all 
new! After a quick glance inside 
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The Desk’s Top Rattled Up 


the first three or four, Tim smiled 
with grim satisfaction. 

Pushing the whole pile into 
young Torrance’s hands, he ex¬ 
plained. 

“We’re taking all these along, 
Jim! Find something to tie them 
up with, and don’t let them out of 
your hands. I reckon they tell a 
good part of the story we’re after!” 

Turning back to the last drawer 
he lifted out its contents of neatly 
written sheets. A quick drawn 
breath escaped him as he read. 
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“Great grief !” he muttered. 
“This is worse than anything I im¬ 
agined. The man’s a devil—” 
Whirling on his heel Tim faced 
the open doorway, his hands flash¬ 
ing to his twin belt guns. His ear 
had caught the sound of a light 
footstep on the floor below. 

Obeying his silent gesture, Jim 
and Lerou moved quickly to flat¬ 
ten themselves against the wall, on 
either side of the opening. There, 
with drawn pistols, they waited. 
Again there came the faint 





Tim Went Through the Papers 
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whisper of a footstep, but this time 
it sounded halfway up the stairs. 
Catlike, Tim slipped over to stand 
beside Torrance, out of line with 
the dark landing. 

From beyond the doorway came 
a bare suggestion of movement. 
Jim Torrance raised his weapon 
for a swift, downward blow. 

Just as it was descending, Tim 
leaped. 

With steely fingers he gripped 
Jim’s wrist, their two arms lock¬ 
ing over the intruder’s wide brim- 



Hc Found a Full Dozen Tally Books 
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med hat. The next instant Tor¬ 
rance’s pistol clattered to the floor. 

“Della, gal!” he gasped in hor¬ 
ror. “Good gosh! I nearly brain« 
ed yuh!” 

Della Wallace, her gun still 
clutched in her small fist, faced the 
three men in wide-eyed relief. 

“Thank heaven you’re all right, 
boys!” she exclaimed. “I reckon I 
shouldn’t have sneaked up so quiet, 
but I didn’t know what had hap¬ 
pened. I heard them crashing 
noises and a shot! What did hap- 
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pen, anyway? I’d like to know!” 

“By gar!” chuckled old Moccasin 
Joe, “I t’ink you bes’ tell us first 
how come you trail us here. We 
s’pose you stay wit’ Weber!” 

Smiling faintly the girl shook 
her head. 

“I couldn’t stay behind, knowing 
you boys might be riding into a 
trap!” she said earnestly. “I kept 
yuh-all in sight most of the way. 
But what on earth brought yuh to 
Harmon’s place?” 

“Just a hunch, Miss Della,” re- 



They Stood Behind the Door 
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plied Tim McCoy; “but we’ve 
struck the trail of the cleverest 
double-crasser in seven states. No 
time to explain now, though!” 

He turned abruptly to young 
Torrance. 

“Grab those tally ■ books, Jim!”‘ 
he barked. “We’ve got to fork 
leather and ride for all our broncs 
are worth!” 

Hard on Tim’s heels, the three 
of them piled through the door and 
down the stairs. Without stopping 
they crossed the yard and flung 



“Della, Gal!” 
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themselves on their waiting horses. 

Tim’s instructions, given as they 
started, outlined the perilous role 
they were to play. 

“Whatever trap Harmon has set 
for us is at Lowry’s ranch,” he said ■ 
briefly, “our job is to spring it, 
somehow! Those of us who get 
clear will ride straight on and join 
Weber before he starts the stam- j 
pede. Is that plain?” 

As the others voiced assent, Tim 
gave Red Dawn her rein. The sor¬ 
rel mare sprang forward. 



“I Heard Them Crashing Noises.’ 














CHAPTER Xn 

ONE CHANCE IN TEN! 

For the next ten miles no word 
was spoken. Fortunately the go¬ 
ing was smooth, paralleling a long, 
straight stretch of the creek. Yet 
even so the three ponies following 
Tim’s fleet sorrel were laboring 
painfully to keep up. 

All at once a bend in the narrow 
348 
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strip between creek and bluffs 
showed their objective—a cluster 
of low frame buildings surround¬ 
ed by numerous corrals. To the 
right, and hugging close to the 
sand-carved butte above it, loomed 
the shadowy outline of a big, two- 
story ranch house. In one of its 
upper windows burned a single 
lamp. 

Tim McCoy reined in behind a 
low outcrop of rocks. As the other 
riders bunched up behind him, he 
studied the layout ahead through 



They Flung Themselves on 
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thoughtfully narrowed eyes. 

In the faint moonlight, bunk- 
houses, cook shack and various 
small sheds stood out blankly along 
the creek bank. All of these look¬ 
ed to be of flimsy, one-story con¬ 
struction. They would offer slight 
obstacles to the weight of a stam¬ 
peding herd. 

Like boxes of lath they would 
crumple, their walls smashed to 
kindling wood. And, unless waked 
in time by the roar of the oncom¬ 
ing hoofs, their sleeping occupants 
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would be smeared out like so many 
bugs! 

Unless—but Tim’s swift guess 
grew into a moral certainty. 

Those buildings by the creek] 
were empty of life! The stampede 
would smash them, but their des-1 
truction was a necessary part of 
Lowry’s scheme. 

The ranch house itself would es-j 
cape the rush of maddened cattle. 
It stood just far enough to one side, j 
and that fact spelled the real peril 
to Weber’s attacking force. 



They Rode Silently 
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Charging in behind the runaway 
herd, the ranchers could be blast¬ 
ed out of existence by a storm of 
bullets from the larger building. 
Prom that distance Lowry’s thirty 
ambushed rifles would not miss a 
single target! 

Twisting in his saddle, Tim 
pointed out to his friends the sure 
deadliness of such a trap. 

“There’s just one thing to do,” 
he snapped, interrupting their 
angry mutterings; “and that is to 
call oft' the attack entirely! We’ll 



They Saw Their Objective 
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cross the creek here, and circle 
around to reach Weber before he 
starts the herd. It’s still half an 
hour till sun-up—” 

Tim cut off suddenly, as a low 
murmur of sound drifted down the 
line of shadowed buttes. 

In one swift movement, he slip¬ 
ped from the saddle to lie prone, 
his ear cupped to the ground. Now 
the sound he had barely caught be¬ 
fore came clearly, carried by the 
earth itself. That deep, distant 
rumble could mean but one thing. 



Tim Studied the Layout Ahead 







2 6 o _TIM McCOY_j 

Rising to his feet, Tim nodded to 
the question in his three friends’ 
anxious faces. 

“The stampede is coming!” he 
told them. “Weber must have j 
started it ahead of time. Tell me 
quick, Jim—what chance is there 
to get around the herd and stop > 
those friends of yours?” 

“Not any!” groaned young Tor¬ 
rance. “This strip of land keeps. 
narrow for two miles between the 
creek an’ the bluffs. Good gosh, j 
Tim! Ain’t there nothin’ we kin 



Stampeding Herd 
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do? We got to do something!” 

For answer, Tim vaulted into the| 
saddle. 

“Follow me!” he barked, as nis] 
startled mare leaped forward. 
“There’s just one chance in ten to] 
turn that herd!” 

Straight for the darkened bunk-1 
houses the four riders raced, all 
caution thrown to the winds. Whatl 
their “one chance in ten” might be.1 
the others had no time to guess. I 
They followed without a word. 

Rifles cracked from the ranch I 
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house, as they plowed to a sudden 
stop, but the shots were wild. The 
four riders had been sighted, just 
as they gained the shelter of a I 
bunkhouse wall. 

In another instant they had dis¬ 
mounted, and followed their leader] 
through the door. The place was 
empty. 

“We’re setting these shacksl 
afire!” Tim’s voice cut sharply] 
from the shadows. “Jim and Della I 
take this one, Joe the other bunk-J 
house. Smash any lamps you find, ] 
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empty lanterns, and strike a 
to the oil. I’ll do the same in 
cookshacks yonder. When the 
stampede gets close, take to 
creek. Any questions?” 

“Reckon not, pardner!” cried 
young Torrance. 

“We’ll do our part, Tim!” added 
Della Wallace, turning to rip the 
straw mattress from the nearest 
bunk. 

Bullets from the ranch hou: 
were plunking through the Aim 
walls, as Tim with Lerou at his 
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heels darted across to the adjoin-! 
ing shack. Louder now came the! 
roar of the approaching stampede.! 
Could the fired buildings possibly! 
blaze up in time to turn that livin g| 
torrent? 

Leaving the halfbreed at the sec-! 
ond bunkhouse, Tim dodged across! 
another open space. More leaden! 
slugs sang past his ears, but he I 
made it to the cookshack. 

Once inside, he crouched low to! 
the floor and struck a match. Bui-! 
lets, aimed at the flickering glow, | 



“Follow Me!” He Barked 
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pinged through the window glass 
above him. 

“With the herd coming on, I 
those killers don’t dare leave the! 
big house!” he laughed softly. 
“That’s one break in our favor— 
and here’s another!” 

The dying match flame had! 
showed two five-gallon cans of! 
kerosene, shoved under a kitchen 
table. Reaching them in one swift 
stride, Tim found both to be full of 
the inflammable oil. 

“Now, if only my matches hold 



Rifles Cracked From the House 
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out!” he muttered, as he hurried! 
outside. 

Just around the corner stood a 
lean-to of old dried boards. As Tim 
guessed, it was the kitchen wood¬ 
shed. A blaze would catch quick¬ 
ly here. 

Slopping a few quarts of oil over 
the tinder-like planking, he tossed] 
a lighted match and ran before the] 
shooting flame could make him a] 
target for more bullets. 

A second and a third shed far-] 
ther on got the same treatment. 



“We’re Setting These Shacks Afire!” 
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leaving still half a can of kerosene. 
Turning back to the bunkhousesl 
Tim saw smoke billowing out from 
the shattered windows, but as yet 
there were no flames. 

“Reckon they couldn’t find 
enough oil to start a quick blaze!” 
he groaned. “And I’ve got only 
half a can!” 



“We’ll Do Our Part, Tim.” 














CHAPTER XIII 

FLAME AND THUNDER 

Breaking into a run, Tim headed 
for the still dark sleeping quar¬ 
ters. The danger of bullets was 
far greater now, in the growing 
daylight, but Tim was deliberately 
crowding his luck. In zigzag 
leaps he dodged through the hail 
of lead from the ranch house. 

376 
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A slug caught his left boot, rip-1 
ping off the heel. Tim somersault-1 
ed, but was up in time to save the I 
precious oil. With a last, desper¬ 
ate bound he gained the nearest | 
shack. 

Oil splashed against the dry I 
board wall. A match sputtered 1 
briefly. As the oil-soaked wood I 
flared up, Tim was already half-1 
way to the second building—the ] 
last link in his chain of fire. 

Two bullets burned through his ] 
clothing before he reached it. An- j 
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other spanged through the tin oil 
can as he sloshed the last quart 
against the shack. Crouched low, 
he fumbled for a match, but his 
fingers gripped only a tag of cloth. 

The pocket was empty! 

“I’ll have to get a light from in¬ 
side r he gritted, rising just as a 
boyish figure stumbled around the 
corner. 

“Matches, Tim?” came Della’s 
breathless cry. “I’ve got some! 
Here—” 

Her hand pressed them into 



He Slopped a Few Quarts Over the Planking 
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Tim’s. Striking the whole bunch 
he threw them at the oil splash, I 
and whirled barely in time to catch 
the girl’s falling body in his arms. 

In one leap he reached the 
corner, out of line with the storm 
of bullets. Della Wallace had stop¬ 
ped one of them, he knew; but 
there was no time to find out 
where. 

The earth was shaking beneath 
them, with the thunder of a thou¬ 
sand plunging cattle. To pause 
now, even for two minutes, might 



He Fired a Second and a Third Shed 
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mean death to both of them. 

Luckily the creek was near; but 
it was shallow, and Tim did not 
rest until he had made the opposite 
bank. As he laid the girl down, 
Jim and Lerou came running from 
opposite directions. They were 
shouting something, which the 
roar of the stampede drowned out. 

Suddenly Della was sitting up, 
pointing across the creek. In mute 
anxiety the others turned to stare. 

A hundred yards upstream ap¬ 
peared a tossing wave of black 


Smoke Rose From the Bunkhouse 
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horns and dark massed bodies. All 
six shacks were blazing now, but 
could they turn that thundering 
tide? 

The answer came in the next five 
seconds. 

All at once a brighter shaft of 
flame shot up from the cook shack 
—probably another oil can explod¬ 
ing. The leading ranks of cattle 
swerved, unable to stop, unable to 
face that fiery terror. 

As if pushed aside by a giant 
hand, they turned, headed for the 
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big, dark ranch house. 

From across the creek, Tim and! 
the others caught one glimpse of 
the upper windows lit by the fire 
of thirty belching rifles. Then | 
came a splitting crash. 

Like a tidal wave the stampede 
piled up against the shattered 
building. The upper story swayed 
drunkenly. A rending screech of 
timbers mingled with the tortured] 
bellowing of the herd. 

“The house is failin’ I” yelled Tor¬ 
rance in Tim’s ear. 



He Caught the Girl as She Fell 
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As he spoke, there came a second 1 
crunch of timbers. Smashed and 1 
pushed over, the building rolled on 1 
its side. Unharmed, the bulk of 1 
the maddened herd streamed past I 
it, whipped to fresh terror at the f 
near-by flames. For several mo¬ 
ments the ground between creek j 
and bluffs was filled with bellow¬ 
ing, fear-crazed cattle. 

Tim McCoy was the first of the I 
watchers to think beyond the im¬ 
mediate scene. Dropping to one j 
knee beside the seated girl, he 
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found her blood-soaked boot and 
pulled it off. Through the ealf of j 
her slim leg showed a ragged bullet] 
hole. 

“Steady, there, Miss Della!” he 
cried, whipping off his silk ban¬ 
danna. “I’m tying on a tourniquet, 
and it’s got to be tight. You’ve 
lost enough blood as it is!” 

Suddenly both the other men 
were kneeling beside her, but she 
waved their anxious questions 1 
aside. 

“It don’t even hurt yet!” she smil- j 



A Thousa 
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ed gamely. “Tell me, Jim, did yuh 
get all the hosses across?” 

“We shore did, Della!” gulped 
the cowboy. “But what fool no¬ 
tion took, yuh back tuh them shacks 
again ? When we couldn’t find yuh 
I near went crazy, gal!” 

“I figgered Tim might need 
help--” 

She broke off, as Moccasin Joe’s ■ 
shrill whoop rang out above the; 
roar of flames. 

“Dere come John Weber an’ de 
boys!” he howled, pointing up- 



All Six Shacks Were Blazing 
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stream from the fire. 

Tim McCoy jumped to his feet. 
“Come on, Lerou!” he whipped 
out. “If those trapped rats of 
Lowry’s still show fight, we’re go¬ 
ing to be needed ! Torrance, you 
stay with Miss Wallace—” 

“And get me on a horse, quick, 
Jim !” snapped the wounded girl. 
“I’m goin’ tuh make shore Killer 
Lowry don’t get away!” 

With the old trapper at his side, ; 
Tim plunged into the creek. Bare¬ 
ly, however, had they reached the 
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other bank when two things hap¬ 
pened that showed the fight was 
over. 

As Weber’s crowd of ranchers 
closed in on the ruined house, a 
white shirt flapped wildly from one 
of the Windows. At the same 
moment a bright tongue of flame 
streaked up from the shattered 
roof. 

Caught helpless in the burning 
wreckage of their own ambush, 
Lowry’s gunnies had surrendered 
without even a parley. 



“Steady, There, Miss Della!’ 
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Five minutes later, Tim stood 
beside big John Weber, watching 
the last of their enemies crawl out 
into the light, under the guns of a 
dozen hard-eyed ranchmen. 

Already those injured in the 
building’s fall had been passed out, 
through the broken window. The 
others were being lined up in the 
light of the flames. 

The next man to appear was 
Sheriff Taggart. Shrinking from 
the menacing growls of his cap- 
tors, the burly star-toter slunk to 


Defe Come John Weber and the Boys!” 
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the far end of the line. But the 
next minute he was forgotten. 

A wild howl of rage went up as 
Harmon emerged from the wreck- : 
ed window, to stand glumly facing 
the men he had betrayed. 

Several of the hotter-headed | 
cowmen started forward, while ■ 
cries of “Hang him!” and “Shoot j 
the double-crossin 5 crook ! 55 rang 1 
viciously above the tumult. They 
ceased abruptly as Della Wallace 
reined her rearing pony straight 
into the angry group. 



A Shirt Flapped Wildly 
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“You’re f orgettin’ Lowry, boys!” 
her voice lashed down at them. 
“Let Harmon be, until yuh’ve] 
caugh 4 " the boss murderer of them ' 
all! He’s maybe gettin’ away this ! 
minute—” 

Her words ended on a choked 
cry. 

With a catlike leap Harmon had I 
reached her horse. In a flash he I 
had mounted behind her, pinning I 
her arms while his free hand 
snatched at the reins. The scared ] 
horse pivoted, squealing. 
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Shouting hoarsely, the ranch-i 
men dodged back. A dozen guns 
whipped up, only to fall as the 
horse lunged right and left) 
through their ranks. Too well they] 
knew that a shot at Harmon might I 
hit the girl! 

In that mad moment Tim McCoy J 
acted, 

Hour sprinting strides carried 
him from where he stood to the 
frantic pony’s rear. Another leap, 
and he had gripped Harmoris belt 
from behind. Jerked off his feet,, 



Harmon Stood in the Window 













4 C) 8___TIM McCOY __ 

he still clung 1 with one hand. With 
the other he struck one swift, par¬ 
alyzing- blow. 

Dragged to the ground, Har¬ 
mon’s body rolled limply from 
Tim’s grasp as the ranchers closed i 
up, P urious hands seized the trai¬ 
tor. Others reached to help Della \ 

Wallace from her horse. 

Dor a few seconds the other j 
prisoners were almost forgotten, j 
Luckily they had been too bewil- j 
dered to escape. 

It was Tim McCoy who finally 



Harmon Had Reached Della’s Horse 
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brought order out of the shouting 
confusion. Pushing through the 
crowd to the half-conscious Har¬ 
mon, he searched rapidly through 
the man’s pockets. With a grunt 
of satisfaction extracted a double 
handful of black hair. 

His next motions were so rapid 
as to seem like sleight of hand. 
One instant his fingers were busy 
at Harmon’s face and head. The 
next, Harmon seemed to have van¬ 
ished and been replaced by anoth¬ 
er man entirely. 
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There was a harsh gasp of won¬ 
der from the nearest bystanders, 
followed by stunned silence. Then 
a muttering arose, of mingled ha¬ 
tred and wonder. 

“It’s Lowry!” 

“Killer Lowry himself, blast 
him!” 

But where’s that double-crossin’ 
crook Harmon?” 

Harmon IS Lowry—when you 
take off that black wig and 
mustache!” spoke up Tim McCoy. 
“It was just a hunch I played, but 
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it turned out correct.” 

He paused; and while the puz¬ 
zled ranchmen stared he drew from 
his chaps pocket a thin sheaf of 
documents. In the light of the now 
blazing wreckage he held them up. 

An hour ago,” he said quietly, 
“I took these papers from Har¬ 
mon’s ranch office, along with his 
private tally books. They are bills 
of sale for cattle and property be¬ 
longing to eight small outfits—all 
made out to Henry Harmon and 
bearing the signature of the brand 
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owner. The first of them is sign¬ 
ed ‘Sam Wallace’!” 

At Della Wallace’s sharp cry of 
anger, Tim raised a hand for si¬ 
lence. 

“It’s a forgery, of course, like all 
the others,” he went on quickly. 
Four of these men are dead— 
murdered by Lowry, or Harmon, 
as I’ve learned. The other four, I 
reckon, were due to die tonight, 
along with the rest of you Harmon 
planned to trap. Their names are 
Kyle, Wentworth, Manning, and 


“Harmon IS Lowry P 
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Barns! You know them all.” 

With bitter curses four of the 
armed ranchers lunged toward the 
pinioned Harmon, only to be halt¬ 
ed by Weber’s widespread arms. 

“Hold back, Kyle and the rest of 
you!” he bellowed. “I reckon I 
know how yuh feel, but there ain’t 
goin’ tuh be no lynchin’ till McCoy, 
here, has had his say!” 

“And that will be short and to 
the point, men!” added Tim. 
“Under the name of Lowry, Har¬ 
mon bought some of your brands 


Tim Raised a Hand for Silence 
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out for a dollar a head. The rest 
he planned to claim by forged bills 
of sale after tonight’s killing. It’s 
a scheme he’s worked before, in 
two other states; but this time he 
tried it once too often!” 

Turning suddenly, Tim leaned 
over and ripped aside Harmon’s 
shirt. Angry red against the bare, 
white chest, two branded letters 
caught the watchers’ fascinated 
eyes. 

For the first time the man called 
Harmon spoke. 


=> 
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“Well, lawmen, yuh got me at 
last!” he rasped bitterly. “I reck¬ 
on it was all in the cards!” 

It’s always in the cards, Jase 
Kroll,” retorted Tim, “that killers 
of your stripe get caught sooner 
than they expect! To save your 
neck for the law’s appointed hang¬ 
man, I’m arresting you now, for 
murder!” 

“'And that’s that boys,” thunder¬ 
ed big John Weber, pointing to the 
bright badge that now gleamed on 
Tim s left breast. “I reckon we 
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ain’t lynchin’ no prisoner of a 
United States Deputy Marshal. In¬ 
stead, I move we give three cheers, 
here an’ now, for the man who has 
saved all our lives an’ all our lost 
property to boot !” 

“An’ three more cheers,” cried 
young Jim Torrance, “for my best 
friend an’ pardner, Tim McCoy!” 


“Three Cheers for Tim McCoy!’ 
















lead These MTEREST9N& BOOKS Tee! 


Airplanes! — Pirates! — Super science! 


TIM K T YLER ’ r LUCK and the Plot of the Exiled 

TOM SWIFT and His Giant Telescope 
MANDRAKE THE MAGICIAN and the Mid- 

MEN WITH WINGS: Thrilling Story of Flyers 
TAILSPIN TOMMY and the Sky Bandits 
Captain Frank Hawks, Famous AIR ACE, and 
the League of Twelve 
PAT NELSON, Ace of Test Pilots 
BARNEY BAXTER in the Air With the Eagle 
Squadron 

BUCK ROGERS, 25th Century A. D., in the 
War With the Planet Venus 
FLASH GORDON in the Forest Kingdom of 

SKYROADS, With Clipper Williams of the Fly- 

DON WINSLOW of the Navy vs. the Scorpion 
Gang 


lead These FflSCIBflTINS BOOKS Tes? 

Fun! — Comedy! — Laughs! 


LI’L ABNER Among the Millionaires 
POPEYE and the Deep Sea Mystery 
MICKEY MOUSE in the Race for Riches (by 
Walt Disney' 

The Story of Edgar Bergen and CHARLIE 

McCarthy 

ALLEY OOP and Dinny (the Dinosaur) in the 
Jungles of Moo 

APPLE MARY and Dennie’s Lucky Apples 
Walt Disney’s PLUTO the Pup 
DONALD DUCK: Donald Forgets to Duck (Walt 
Disney) 

BIG CHIEF WAHOO and the GREAT GUSTO 
PERRY WINKLE and the Rinkeydinks Get a 
Horse 

SMOKEY STOVER the Foo Fighter 
PEGGY BROWN and the Runaway Auto Trailer 























Read These EXCITING BCOMi Teo! 


Mysteries! — Thrills! — Adventures! 


CALLING WlXYZ: Jimmy Kean and The Radio 
CLYDE BEATTY: Daredevil Lion and Tiger 

The PHANTOM and the Sign of the Skull 
TERRY and the Pirates and the Giant’s Vengeance 
JANE ARDEN and the Vanished Princess 
MYRA NORTH, Special Nurse, vs. Foreign Spies 
Little ORPHAN ANNIE and the Mysterious 
Shoemaker 

TARZAN’S Revenge (Edgar Rice Burroughs) 
Blaze Brandon With the FOREIGN LEGION 
L ' tti venture^ ROONEY on the Road to Ad- 

WA5 w/, TUBBS and Capt. Easy Hunting for 
Whales 

BRICK BRADFORD Fighting Brocco the Modern 
Buccaneer 


















CHAPTER X 

NIGHT SCOUTING 

A bright new moon had ji 
risen above the little valley when 
Tim McCoy and his two fellow 
scouts rode out of the corral. A 
the narrow entrance they wei 
challenged by a night guard. Mo< 
casin Joe’s reply identified the 
and stated their business. 
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